LAST    INTERLUDE
vanishing of the Great Man as director of the public
conscience.*
In that era of disappearance of conscious public direction
from the consciousness of the world it was easy to declare—
or rather it was difficult any longer to believe and maintain
—that Napoleon was with his ambitions the real causa
cancans of the spread of French Republican arms throughout
Western Europe at the end of the eighteenth century or
that Caesar was really the motive power for the subsequent
conversion of the Roman Republic into an Empire.
The matter seems indeed to have been disposed of by St.
Augustine when he wrote: "That which is called the
Christian Religion existed amongst the ancients and never
did not exist from the beginnings of the human race until
Christ came in the flesh, at which time the true religion
already existed and began to be called Christianity/' and
that was obviously a progression of about two hundred
years, since the City of God was written in the early years of
the fifth century, whereas Tertullian who wrote at the
beginning of the third said: "Christ styled himself the
Truth; He never called himself Tradition."
The subject has excited controversy of singular violence—
* I remember being asked in 1923 what Great Man remained in
the world, or rather, the name of what public director of Conscience
was most widely known throughout the world of that day. I replied,
after racking my brains for a little, that the only person who at all
filled that bill was Mr. H. G. Wells, whose voice was at that date
upraised every day either in the White House or the Kremlin and the
reverberations of whose lively, exhortatory conversations filled the
columns of the entire popular press from the one of those extremities
to the other. As a figure he faded a little before the Prince of Wales,
whose dictatorship of night-shirts and four-in-hand ties monopolized
most of the attention of the world's youth; and then came Mr. Lindbergh,
who has paled before the group movements of Fascism and
Gommunism. . . .
The most salient instance that I know of the immense hold that
Plutarch had is to be found in the account of the death of Braccio la
Montone, despot of Perugia and one of the most unscrupulous and
brilliant condottiere of his day. He was held for death in 1432; and
desperately seeking to make his peace with God, cried out in agony
that he could not hope for absolution, so much he was continually
thinking of the example of Brutus.

